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drt and a lady of the bullet Bourry-

far to the stage door. 1

trisd 0 poy

my way through an excitable throng of

ten and woman of

all naiisne, tmis the

vrassnca of (he stage door keaper.

GAINED FIVE YARDS WITH HER.

My demrs, 1 blush to tell 15 but Af & |

cate, Httle obliFing scrobat badwt mis-
taken your dignifed Auntie for Leone—
the Lady of the Trapese—playfully ified
me guite of =y feel. and tidily planked

me down malde he doar,
& Twas & most start-

re stii be

Good-

sboved &

my temscity
callpraphy over ths
*Foil xime

a5 be bt
“mae-wards™  Maakly

be would send my name to

te your aime™ grunted His Mighti-
nam, witl. = contemploosa sniff, a2 be
pencll toward

= with & jook

that showsd he coull bave Willed me for
Whets [ pusbed my medest

IS MERELY A VIOLENT NOISE"~

the zrm

I waa being rapidly
of lethal chamber
w extinguishing ¢f all tha Aunt
the world I frantically went
with grim vislons
uf the Inguisi.

ing &t my
right

wits =nd prepared to
thoughts of the great Leoncavalls
RIGHT INTD THE PRESENRE.

The

me that in one
Leoncavalle would reseive
deep,
PR
“Coma (a.*

me—Lhen

beyond, “Entrate!™ which

Ereat Masstro

Blgoer Lecncavallo sat In state, entiraly
warTousded by hlmself
Bignor

Leancavalle fs o famous com-

fat—a vory fat—composar. As

hed I took & furtive bir@e-eye
the ceirbated musiolan and

of
Pound that his most fascinating festors

view

& tangied silvered mame of silky hair,
fieh rigpled iz supsrabundance from &
| browr of pecullar sarrowness and hetght

e rmall bright eyem. set rather close
| tugether, ware hazsl In boe and possessed

wis pothing [Dusive or esthetio iz kis
persanality. He st placidly smiing a be-
nignAn! welcoms at me whilst he waved

chalr. Just then, to my dlmmay,
Troter-secreinry began bowing
discrestly away.

h, don't po” 1 emclaimed mentnlly
rstehing the haplass geatleman by his

a

Eying costtails as be was about to Slsap- |
“1 oan't be lefy|

pear through the door.

|alote with this seething mass of Italles

verbosity. It bm't fatr™

|HAD ONE ANGLO-SAXON PHRASE.
You ses Masstro by this time was

plesssslly prattiing to your Auntle in a

lnaguags which sounded stmething like

fMass on = Sundsy meming, but sl 2

| conveyed 0 my UnhKpDy sars was “Mio
musiza erandlose! mio mustes splesdldn,
mic megles bom b dam-

her oqually terrifying person clotched |
I was about to shriek
uring he mystericus laby-

inte a mmiling and
Italian we bmmped-—and
rellef 1 collected my soat-
ezl ihe

mailing Ttalian proved 1o be a »ec-
sterpreter sort of person who &8
“meomenta™ Slgnor |

=
resppant voics thundsred from the
means
And your trembling Httle rel-
stive was cehered lmio Lhe presance of the

ia agreed—ha s incidentally &
poser—nay more—ignor Lesn. |

inary iIntrofuctioos were belng

il the Innecent cander of & ol There

& pulgy band in the direction of & salgh- |
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any gives intallectual radice for inapira-
tion—1 was paturally curious to see bow
closely my [riend's views colnclief wilh
Leoncavallo's recipe for greatnest For-
sopally, 1 can read & bock or losk at &
picture, and s0 can you, my desrs and
exparience the highest mental plessure
but when one hears the band siriks up
“Dizls Land™ or Chopia's “Funsral
March™ ons could just lnugh or wesp: at
lsast that's bow your Auni Eato fesls
about it

1 explained afl this to the Masstro
throurh bis human grasophone, mush o
his interest. ihough my borror grew ms 1
realized the apperest rufdeness of the ob-
servation. Howsver, ha took [t all quiie
oot maturedly, and 1 bresthed again
*] think the heart js & most importsnt
e His C ship, “for
fesling ta the grestast propelling power
toward the workiag out of s musical
dima, tempered, of course, by technigue
and art Now, I am not conshiered =
good conductor: few compossrs are; (hat
s, in cendurting ihelr own works For
my ewn part, 1 am s anvious to g It
over that | fear 1 am apt (o hasten the
| tempo somettmes when It should be re-
tardad, simply in my nervous saxiety 19
| anticipate the last tar. Tes, it ls FEEL-
ING, tampered by tschuigos and arl.” bs
misrmured mustngly. |
“Which is Ellmination and Selaction.” 1
|‘ur¢!od glibly. thinking rather a neat
definition of the Inezorable Muse

The retort passed unnoticed Slgmor
Leoncsvallo went on rather touchingly
*After all, who in the greater—the creator
ar the Interpreter? [Tha secretary-person
pressed himsalf u2 these worda) WHICH
is ths greater artist? When [ hesr my
Fidi Paglincd (Canlo’s Lament) rendered
a3 Taruso ance was capabls of resderin
it—was 1 mot then only the mssos,
tha singer the wh or what doss the
(crowd care aboul la Pauvers Plocck
Compoaltors ™ |

That, my chilfren. means “the poar
| tittle composar.” 1 gased in awe at this
mammoth child of geniua. and Bobby
Burms’s

“0Oh, wad some pawer the giftie gla wa

To ses cursels as [thers see =3
fiashed into my mind |

IN!V!N. MDOWELL AND HERBERT
| "And what do yoiu think af American
musie ™" T Interjectod, hastily; “our AERI-
| OUS musde, Nevin, MacDowell and ar-ar
Vigtor Harbe I wildly searched ih
Carsw memory s valn effert to cudfigel
up other recruits to our musical forces
bt alsa! Then I remembered that
thur Nevin wrots & grand opera called
“Twilight™ wh wae rulsd off the oper-
turf because of fia msthetic unm
¥, or pomething of that sort. and Vie-
tor Herbert's “Natoma,” In which Mary
Garden sang—"Surely that's & beginnicg
for botter ihinga™ 1 sahed

“Ak, Nevin"™ mmilsd Leotcavallo: “ba
was hardly serious; gracsful yea even
melodions, but = he was pot am or-
ehestral writer, an 1 remember. Now, |
lke your MasDowell best—for the plang b |
was excellent | recocliect well & concerto
—troppo mrusicale—a—al™—.

“And Victor Harbert™ 1 wadged in, de- |
terminedly.

The Macrtro'y smlle vanished In & fash |
“Va'ea writee of opersites—bhe"— |
| =Ah, bot your ‘Reginetta delle Rosel =
| 1 exciaimed, accumingly, “yver new comis
opera—~now ramming in Milan—hasnt |t &
Sower girl and & here king imcognite, |
whoe is & tanat, snd (ihls aa & crewalig
| triumph) the walts—the Inevitable Merry-
"Widow-Dollar-Princess - Come-to-the-Haj)
| Vienness WeltzT" \
| Signor Lesnzsvalle grinned. Tes dears |
he gringed and owned up, watipy rather
prond s the seerelhsy Interprotar ex-
pagiated upon Me popularity and (he
amourt of royalies pouring iate the
| Loancavallo coffern
| I wrots 1 as & joke™ expialosd (4
| composes, “nothing more: esly you mun

idigticn, rattistice. How do yeu 487 That
was the ans phrase In English with whick
be was evidently fumiline
I wizibly ahrank ender this voller.
“Puriar DallanoT™ soddenly asksd t(he
grent Messtro excitably, interrupting him-

interpreter, raising his volce and arms
londer snd higher than his masters
“No® | comnfed mpologwiically,

ey

hoatilities for & mmest and to
the tenmon [ plucked up courage to
quire of the Inlerpreter:

derstand that the dellcate art of cpera
boulls s quite lost ta Anglo-Ssxon coun
triea. Afwer all & Wbt aod plegaing
comedy, & prefty girl, an ardent loves |
and a melody one cxn bum—AkI™ p, |
fouriabed his &FTS8 Fastwronaly, growing
| positively sentimental. &s he btarted 1o
hum hiz walts 13 Sa Oirls, san. yeg
imagine & hippo warbilng &

ava ity
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“Ha 18 & socialint—it comes to the sams
| ihing. doamn’t
frisnd of mine that music wad [he beadt | L oie o pina pevertheless L 0o, made

anw furiber sttampt (o clear him of the

L

Rimord! 1o ge 1» Monsegno
(the two rival musls publishing firme in
Dialy), snd thare 1 remalned. and thers [
Am #ilL™ he concluded, trinmphastly.

AND THE MONEY ROLLED IN

TRIED TO ACQUIT CIIAW.

™ I knew Mr

German mputstion, bot, alasl
The masstro didn't catch my rewoark;

be

was too busy fagping the motlf of &

new sympbony on the arm of his chalr

with
fngers
rudaly

all

“What
| Freoch schosl of musla™ ] asked.
bussy, Charpeatiar,

ens of his heavily upbolstared
After & moment's allence 1 broke

to Bis rhapsodic musings with

the Brutality of = journalist

s your eopision of the

new
“Da-
Ravel snd™—

Lesnesvalic’s hage person falrly rippled
with uncontrolled lnughter. ~“Tou ssk of
something which doss ot exist™ weat on

the
|apitation bad sutwided
| Prench schosl?
| produse somethihg di@erent from any-
thing else—atmomapbere.’

more quistly, after his
“What is the
An msitempt mersly o

composer,

they eall fi—a

nols changed now asd (hen In the scale
mnd there you bave . It will pot lve:
it i already dead That s my anewer™
“But,” | saked sagerty, “the music of
Hiset. Saint-Asbine MessenstT
=Ak, Hizet: there will naver be another
Pivet; but his music 18 not of the Franch

schoal

W
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It Is-of & school 1o which all

Ebaw

rich and Bved happily ever &fter-
ward, a8 he falry books say ™

“My publisher made wiz milllons snd I
recaived thres millions from Pagiiacet,’ =
announced Leoncavalle modestiy. and he

heaved a slgh of conteaniment methought.

“Did e mean lire or dollarsT™ I won-
dered; thers 18 & great Aference, you
kn =And how &4 you come to wTile
Pagllacel'T™ | ssiced

"0k, that ia slmple.” sald Blrnor Leoo-
eavalle, “when | was very young Ia
Faria I went to the circus: the tawdry,
garish, blrirre atmsapbers lmpresssd me
with & fealing of sndness. | folt bow bara
it must be 1o o on being the clown, the
harfequin and the Columbine, night after

mighL when pertaps Lhe heart might be

breaking for went ef & lovs or
Buman understanding That w “Pag-
Becel” was born™ sddad the “lasstro

amply.

"And yur other operus, what of them™
1 guested “Why i it ths world only
knows of you becauss of ooe wark™

THE PENALTY OF POPULARITY
“That is the penalty of sarning the
fatal stamp of populanty,” said Leon-
cavalle bittarly “It Is the same with
Mascagni and hiw lleris Kosticana.”
In your country, omcs & Wo ne popi-
lxr approval It la that they Wil have,
and po other. My Tass’ was given here
In the mows bhal's last year and my*
‘Boblma’ will be given in Lesdon naxt
year. It is wonderful how a muste hall
Auvdience responds to good music™ {
The nalvetd of the composer was de-
lighifz! as he made ibe last remark

I WAITED FOR THE &

“And what da you tkink of the Ameri-
can voles™ | asked
“T sdmire it greatiy,” he sorwersd sn-

thusinatically. “The American singer
rapilly coming ts tha front It is be-
causs, | think, the

an intslligent
and they retain w
And the Americans wre & critles] sation
they have always Iimported ¢ thefr
shores the grestest artists In the world
s thay set & standard for the bodding
American singsr that la the highest
sttain. 1 knew Sibyl Bsnderson befors
har debut in Paria, d [ often ebcour-
aged ber in Ber hours of depression
wus & rare srtisl.” he murmured,
regrestully
“And whal—what &
tUma™ | demandsd ks
my task
“Ragtime ™

you think of Rag-
kiy, warming o

the Jassire, =sad
eyed me sadly,
kiz volce ax-

sighod

Eis erignt Uttle eyes mur

otharwise exposs owing to his native po-
Uleness

‘It Is not musle =1 ali-li is—it is—

. -

IMAGINARY MASSENEY OFF THE BALM OF HIB MAND,

TORM TO BLOW OVER.

Im-nly & vislant nadse; but, of ootree, R
s compatitis with all the lne* icte of
your Tace—for bave vislent pless
tres. d0 you ©Boi® Your ‘chute the
chistes.' for Instance, ™o ome but an
| Americns woold have tnvented (that
Alsa’ It has eves invaded Italy. Nay
| Mastime =a the expressicn ef certals
|«.:.un‘.9r1-xx| of a natios mAy perbage
be intgresting to the sindent
bogleal of & peop
so it is por™=

Ard then, respyming with gecum
intaneity: “Taks Madame

¢ peycho-
=

| abould be cotored
pain or the passion in your Ragtime?™
He tumad on ms o Sercely with thn
| final shaft of dirapproval that 1 felt I8
|£nnnr el being “poulfed” Inste space
Ag with the departed Mr. Masssaet

h But [ held tght and per-

muste,

TOILEAS FOR PLEASURE

| *Put Mr. Leoncavaiie, you
| et Hagtime's Ingredients s & good
|rr tws, Don't yod think that i3 & &
r the weary ™

Tha Masstro pondersd for & moment
then bis femturss relaxed into the most
tolerant. the mo chl ks =f smiles
“aAk, You Amearcane—how hard youd Work
to make yourselves pay—happy ™

| I feit 1 mum ot back o muse alss
| sutr pelations wonid beomme strained s 1
| asiced hastily: ~Were you a grest sio-
dent of Hach™ remembering LBAL that lo
- coavestinsal thicg to sy

iot so mucs as of Coreill and Boar.
the sarller mastarn,™ atswersd Hias
Compowerabip.
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“Asd Besthoven asd Wegnar,” I began,
| "8 you —

Lacncavalic fairly snapped the Dames

from my lips 3 teal
| et ke exclalms asd his relarys
| arms begus to revoive sgain  “Wagner,
nlee, wed g
dropped 1o & reverestial
waa clant muak
|r...;.d¢_ of them all o0 when

|I¢ all are no mare.” bhe m
WORKING ON NEW GRAND OPERA

“What are your working beure™ 1t
guired brelevantly, t ng [ should Ba
| te see Leoncavallo in tears
| Ok 1 bave oo st Ume for work™ ba
| esplained "It depends whers [ am and
my anvirommant Al pressnt I mm wn-

romured sadly,

Leancavallo, reprovingly. “The world will
know soon sRough

“Apd when do you go o my lsad
| mgmin ™

“Al I bope to go i the lapgd of—ls ¥its
dijeunes (quisk lunch) next Ap " sald
| he playfully, and added: "If all goes well
with my work (o this eou ¥. 1 sball

| taks Mogurs there—and parhape — The
| compoeer s ayes twinklsd,
| “The mew opera? 1 sscisimed, know-
| inmly
“No, oo™
“oniy & wifa™
“Ohi" [ chirp
| “How charml
to &0 was (o =xt
come to my fatnestand
, tearing the inter-

he hastaned to correct me)
be explained, plaintively.
, with polite sympaihy.
I felt the obvicus thing
3d then aand there A Wel-
in my best Sraw-

reom m
view was verging oa ihe I
asked

“And of the modern composers—whons

rather lsten to™

e my own,” he sdmitted without hesi-
1 must smy that i ghves me much
pleasure o Bear my own works oo ithe
| orohestra.”

TIME FOR HIS TURN.

| T folt myseif growing mers and more
| attached to this child of combined egolem
and mmplicity, and [ think perbape your
| Aunt Kste might have resched tba con-
fiding wtage, whes buzs went ihs beli, and
| the ealiboy yelled outsids the door, “Leon-
| cawnllo's Act next, plesss.” and :h."rni
bt . of the

! Incongrutty of it all besved himesl! pe
tlently from his chair. I reluctantly arese
as wall, saying:

“Jfuat oo mors quesiion. Masstro-—wi=al
about the women composars of the werld ™
“Ab, Madame ™ exchaimed Slgnar Laca-
cowallo, regretfolly, “thars sre no greal
women compossre—yuur Ethel Smyia
wtanda first, I think™

“Ars you s musician™ be Inguired ar
we wars shaking hands “Do you come
pose & litle, perhapa™

"Um—ta—ar—aot sxacly—at laasl you
wouldn't thisk sa. There is one thing 1

can composs ratber well® 1 porme=
what modrstly.

“Tea?™ urged Signer Lecocavalla, with
solicitous

tnterest
A lullaby” 1 said alrily.
can at some time or other, you kmow," I
sdded vagualy, as the door clossd upea

me.
I weoder what the Masstrs thought T

.
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